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To the always diſingenuous Tom Pricket, 


Author of The Marriapge- Hater match d. 


Am ſenſible the World efteems thy trifling Labours, 
according to their Merit ; for _ a Man judge, 
with all the partiality imaginable, I doubt not but 
be would find faults equal to bis ſevere Cenſure : I 
muſt confeſs I bave read thy Play, but now 'tis with as 
much regret, as if I were to go five Miles to hear a Fana- 
tick Preach. I ( 1s all ther Men commonly do ) began 
at the beginning, I read over thy Epiftle, and Mr. G---n's, 
tho, by the way, I muſt let the World kyow, thou wert 
the real Genuine Author, the Mr. G--—n fathers it : 1 
muſt needs ſay you were a fit Perſon to write an Enco- 
mium of your own Ingenuity , for if thou haſt any, 'tis 
ſure beſt known to thy ſelf ; but the Devil a word did I 
ever hear uttered by thee , that had the leaſt glimpſe f 
a Feſt, or any other thing like Wit-or Ingenuity, but al- 
ways 4 Maſs of dull heavy Nonſenſe, not at all diverting, 
but wery extravagant ; 1 was at firſt, when I read thy 
Quotation out of Horace, extremely pleaſed, and my Ex- 
petation glutted, with a defire of going on ; for thus Ho- 


race ſays, 


Eu-. 


Fupolis, atque Cratinus A_—_— Poetz 

* Arq; ali quorum Comedia priſca virorum eſt. 
$1 quis erat dight deſcribi, quod malus aut fur, 
Quod:macchus foret, aut Sicarius, aut alioqui 
Famolus, multa cum libertate notabant. 


But at laſt my fancy was quite pall'd, and inſtead of a 
£ood Deſcription of Man, I met with a wery ill one of two 
legg'd Brutes, Fops and Butterflies, beyond the extrava- 
gancies of Humane Thoughts : It makes one think now 
. thou quoteſt only to be thought a Scholar ; for Ime ſure 

thou haſt not followed Eupolis, Cratinus, nor Ariſtopha- 
nes, in theſe words,quorum Comedia priſca virorum et. 
I remember the ſame quotation is at the Title Page of thy 
Three Dukes of Dunſtable, ( a Play almoſt as good as 
thy Marriage-Hater; 'tis true, thy Play is altogether ſur- 
prizing, and very unnatural, the ſeveral neat turns of a 


P lay, I confeſs do keep the Minds of the Audience employed 


with Expelation, . Hope aud Deſire, but I'm ſure they 


don't end in Satisfation; but let the inſtruftive part be ne- 
ver jo good, the Language never ſo fine ( tho thine is mere 
Billings-gate Diſcourſe, inſtead of Poetical Adornments in 
Converſation.) I muſt needs ſay, if the Afion goes on 
without any Plot to divertas, we ſee through the whole at 
frft ſight; in that Ime of your Mind, but thy Plot and Lan- 
gage gratifies- none of our Paſſions, without which there 
can be no Pleaſure. 

By what I have ſaid will appear that you ſet up like Mr. 


Bays, for a new way of writing, and deſpiſe the _— 
thi 


thinkzug nothing witty, but what proceeds from your in- 
ſenſible Perecranium , I muſt confeſs, 'tis a baſe, and _-ill 
natur'd, as well as Ignorant Age, when the Verines of .a 
Play ſhall be arraigned as defe&is, but { the Vul;ar had 
the underſtanding of thoſe, of a more knowing capacity, 
they wou'd not have given that Plaudit to thy Marriage- 
hater as it had; but theſe (and ſeveral other ) DefeCis, 
in thy Play, are owing to a weak underſtanding. 

I cannot accuſe you of being a Plagiary, becauſe the grea- 
teſt, and beſt part of all thy Works are flolen; but Icanne- 
wer (with a ſafe Conſcience) allow thee tobe a Poet, whoſe 
Genius inclines rather to making Songs, than Theatrical 
Diverſions, nay, Icannever ſay thy Lyrick Part is with- 
ont fault, but equally Nonſenſical. In fine, thou art as Te- 
rence ſays, Plumbeus Homo, and wilt never be eſteemed, 


as thou alone thinkeft thou deſerweſt, but will ſtill be thought 
the worſt of Scriblers, as thou art by me, 


Charles G 
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 Poeta Infamis : 


Or, 


Being 


A DIALOGUE, 


- Between 


Lyſander Valentine, and Poet Prickes. 


Valentine and Lyſander meeting. 


Val. Y dear Lyſander, beſt of Friends, and Partner in Iai- 
| uiry, how glad am Io ſee thee in London ; fo. 


| thou hadft been retired in the Country, and 
never hayecome to Sodom more: What's the Cauſe, a 
Miſtreſs, hah >» 

Lyſ. No Valentine, I'm now come, with a full Relolution to continue 
with thee; cis true, Ilov'd the Country, cill I found the differcace in dil- 
courſing with rhe mgenious, and the dull ſtupid Country Blockheads 
whoſe Dvatches tends to nathing but Dogg, Horſes, and ſtumm' 
Ale; 1 am ſenſible that a may live in this Town, as {obcrly, as in 
the Country ; ſor all the old, godly, ſecret Sinners, of this Age, cxclaim 
againlt ic (0 much. 


Vai. 


C8) 

Val. Well; and ſhall I, once more, injoy the Socicty of my deareſt 
Friend 2 —- Faich, Ly/ander, I have been almoſt wearied, our of my 
Lite, with a company of Fops, worſe than Summer-flics, buzzing about 
ones Nole, ayd far-more toublelome, for choſe one may deſtroy, thele 
not without damage to ones lelf. 

Ly/. 1 have hcacd of thele inſenlible Animals, and can but laugh at 
'ra 3 but prithce cell me, ( for thou were a conſtant Man at the Play- 
Hou!c, ) How go the Vizard-Maskes? At what Rates may one injoy, 
a liule, pretty Dear, lof;, charazing Creature; a Guianyg and a Treat, 
will chat ſuſhce / 3 - 

Val. A Guinny, and a Treat ; why what an extravagant Fellow art 
thon, to ralk of a Guinny, and a T reat, when halt a Crown will do. 

Ly. Why then the Market is fall'a it fecms 2 

Val. 'Tis with Whores, as it &with other Callings; there's ſo many 6 
'em they can [carcelive. | 

Ly. Ay, but then your Ladics who ſparkle it in the {ide Boxes, 

Vat. Ay, They who are bound to bleſs God that he made ſome Fooles, 
tho they make 'cm greater ; Oh! whara Happinels is it, for to ice a 
young Amoutous Coxcomb, lolling his Held in his Miſtreſles Lap, talk- 
ing fice things to her, but damn'd Intricate, and very Nonſenſical. 

Ly. 1 muſt confels, Valentine, there are Charmes in Women that arc 
ineilatocs Þ lye on her iofr, ſnowy Breaſts, hah ! Well, ay what thou 
wilc, are delicious Creatures, rhatsectrain; and if } muſt Sin, 
| (as who from Sin is free, ) let it he a Sin that brings Pleaſure with it ; a; 

tor Sweating, *cis an ill Habir, and one receives no Benefit from it ; Iying 
is rather worſe, burff it be ever Lawful, "ds when a Womans Honour's 
in danger; for Drunkennels, *tis dangerous, and then how ſick it makes 
one, and outof order, next Morning. 

. Val. And Whoring is worſe than all theſe ; whar Diſeaſes it brings up- 
on one; waſts ones Body in this World, and ones Soul in the next : Let 
ms tell you, while you lye — in a Womans Arms, as you-call it, 
your Mdney lyes melcing in your Pocket, fo'tis like lighting the Candlc 
at both ends ; <——— bur hold;: » Who's this coming towards 
us, hah, —oo by Heavcn, "ris - Poet-Pricket * — Now, 
Lyſander, |'ll ſhew thee ſome fport. 


\ | 
Enter Poget-Pricket, and. his Man. 
Pricthee do thee ſeen to applaud what 


Works before any other Poets. 
Po. P. _ Haye you bcen at the Play-houſe > 


Fack. Yes Sir. 


ever he-lays, and prefer his 


Pc. P, And arc all the Aftors ready for the Rehearſal. 


Zack. 


(9) 


ck All but Mrs Ber, ſhe is not well, and cannot come ; but ſhe 
dcelires you to give the Part to ſome body clic, tor ſhe expects to lic in 
within this Month, and that may be a binderarice co your Play. | 
* Po.P. A pox of thole Afreſſcs, they arc ſo fruittul z; _— -— but che 
truth is, a great-belly'd- Woman, docs not become the Stage, Ewell, 
Mrs. Kn—e ſhail. 

F __ Hah, My dear Man of Wir, Tow: Pricket, prichte, how dot thou 
O iVIaNn? 

Po. P. Mr. Valentine, your moſt obedient humble Seryant, < . a Friend 
of yours this 2 0 

Lyſ.: Yes, at your Service, Sir. ' 

P. P. Your devoted Slave, 

Val. Where haſt thou been chus early, 'cisnot Eight yer 2 

P. P. I have been meditating on a Lampoon, | am about Writing, *ts 
to be a Satyr againſt Cricicks, thoſe ſaarling Fellows, who have-no more 
{e:ce, than ſo many Jack-Daws; betides, they are a company of Cow- 
ardly Fools, for they dare not let one know of their Malice, before-hand, 
tor fcar I ſhould confront*em 3 did I bur know any one that ſhou'd Carp at 
my well accepted Labours, I wou'd make him a publick Exampic, 
by the Parl:amenr. 

Vat. | know, Tow, thou haſt realon to be ſevere; for, I mult needs ſay, 
they ſpeak very difdaintully of thy Works; a Man of thy vivacity, quick- | 
neſs of Parts, and nimbleneſs of Apprehenſion, to be uſed ſo ſcuryily. - 

P.P. Will you belicye me, Mr. Valentine, Ihave taken more pains to * 
find out true Humour, then any Poer'of *em all z and for Plot, I'll leave 
you ts Judge. 

Vt. Nay, who ever ſays thy Plays are not full of Plot, I'm (ure, are 
miſtaken ; but prichee what makes the Town ſpeak fo i!l of thy 
Marriage-hater matched? | 

P. P. Why Faith, *twas too full of Wit, Humour, and Plot; the Three 
belt Ingredients of a Play. 

Ly. Why, Sir, Was that your Play 2 

p. P. Sir, *<rwas theProduft of this Noddle. 

Lyſ. Then I muſt confeſs your ingenuuy ; 
be lome Satyr in it tO. : 

P. P. *Gad, Sir, you atc in the right, and da-damme, if I haye not 
expoy'd Madam La Pupſey, and her Lap-Dog, very well, Ichink: — 
I heard ſhe was damnably nerled, bur thar's all one, then ler the 


I b.ucye there may 


ſtricken Dear go weep, as Hemiet ſays; *gad, thatHumour of dreſſing the 
Dog in Maſquerade, was very ſurprizing, diverting, and new, and (tho 
I av it) a very good Humour. 

Ly/. Moſt admirablc. 


D 


x ( 10) 
Vat. Ay, but Tom, you know there was a Mart ſome Years ago, who 
went about with danc'rg Dogs, they had Doubrets to, did you not ſical 
the Humour from him, —— Come, diſcover, | am thy Fricnd. 
P. P. Why, cgad, I had alittle hint of ir, from him, 1 confeſs, but you 
muſt grant, | have improv'd it much. 
Vat. That thoy haſt indeed Tom, 
familiarity. 

P. P. O dear Sir, your faithful———but then for Yan Grim? Part, that 
y. u muſt allow to be new; and taich, Ihave drawn the Copy, as like the 
Original, as a couple of Apples. My 

- Val. That Parris ood, for as the Rehearſal begins wich a Whiſper, his 
Part begins with a Laughter , '*tis true, one's louder than the other, bur 
for ſenſe they are equal ; but remember, againſt next time, nequid nimis. 

P: P. This is the crye of the Town, People may ſay what they 
will; bur (1 vowto God) I rook more pains, in writing that Parr, then 
I ever had, in any threeParts, I ever writ; 1fware to you, 1 was ſeyen 
days, one after another, ſucceſſively, to learn Toney Lergh, to Laugh, and 
FT think there is a great deal of humour, and variety, in his laughing —— 
Fai. h Sir, I cali'd himV2n Grim, becauſe of his laughing, 1 vow to God. 

Val. Iwasthinking fo. - 

P. P. A Pox of theſe Lenreats, they are dul}, ſtupid, ſenſcleſs Fellows, 
when oree they come to be preferr'd ; ler me cell you a ſecret, Mr.Valen- 
tine, the quondam Laureate is no better than the preſent Laureate, nor the 
pre'ent I aw 'eate isno better than the guondam Laureate —— both mighty 
ſounding nothings, I vow toGod. 

V4. I perceive Tom, your railing at the Laureates, is like David one's 
_ againſt Piuralicics, only becauſe he is not burden'd with *cm him- 


felf. | 

P. P. No faith, thou miſtak'ſt me, bur let that paſs ; but what ſay you 
to my Lord Breinleſs'sCharaQtr, to you, I fpeak Sir, Cro Ly/. 

Ly. To me Sir, why 1think tis an excellent Character. | 

P. P. \\ hy, without yanity, 1 may fay it is. 

Vat. But prichee Toxr, learn to ſpeak modeſtly of thy own Works — 
bur, Pil be ſworn, thou haſt a great many Encmics, and when a Man has 
no Friend, he ought to be one himſelf. ; 

P. P. For Modeſty, none out-docs me ; but prithee tell me how thou 
likeſt chat Parr. BR | 
| Val. Tamycur Frierd, however, Tom, and am willing to applaud . 
what-ever you write ; but TI tell you, what the Town thinks of it. 

P. P.. Prithce do, and kt me ſee how ſome Block-heads will betray their 


Underſtandings. 


I hope you'll pardon my 


Fal. 


| (ies 

a7. itt chen, they ſay that your Lord Brainkeſs, as you call him, is 
parcly, in imitation of Sir Fopplin Flutter ; partly, Sir Courtly Nice, and 
leveral other Charadters, but not comparable to any one of *em; a neitty, 
t1pereintnt, ſeif-conceired, amorous,. incipid Coxcomb; and that he ut- 
ters as much ſcnſc, as the Author was able to furniſh him with; in ſhore, 
that he-was more fit ſor the Converſation of a Le P»pſey, then cither.of the 
Charafters were for a Comedy. 

Lyf. Pifh, This is malice only. 

P. P. Egad, and (o it is, down right Malicez but hear me, was there 
no humour, and thought, in the Stockings, -one Red, the other Y<llow 2 
Was not that pretty. 

Val. Nofaith, Tom, Pm always a plain Dealer, e/pecially ro my Friend; . 
ad you adviſed with me, you ſhould never have dreſſed him with party. 
coloured Stockings, *twas damn'd unnatural; I muſt confeſs, the vanities 
of our Fops, are very great, but I never knew any'one (o great a Fop, as 
to wear ſuch Stockings; but, Pil grant you, a Madman-might have ſuch - 


' a fancy — faith, they ſay, there's nothing new in all thy Play. 


P..P. How, nothing new! I have drawrr mere new CharaQters in my * 
Play, then have bcen drawn thele ſeven Years, bur if 7 had not, my 
Maſter Terence, would excuſe me, nullum eft jam diftum quod; non diftum 
fuit prins; if he could lay lo, ſo many yearsago, Imay wellfay ſonow. 

Val. But don't you miſtake that Sentence, it may be, Terence did not 
mean that Sentence as you do? intimating, that ic was impothible to wrire 
any thing new; bur what think you if it was becauſe the Comedy was 
written originally 'in Greek, and tranſlated by Terence into Latin, and 
therefore ſays Nullum eft jam diftum, &c. becaulc it hag heen afted before, 
tho in another Lan b - 

P. P. Faith 'twill ſezye cither way ; —— but Sir, pray let me ask you 
one Queſtion, [to Ly/. J forl find your Friendis a little prejudic'd to my 
Works, — How like you Solon, and Bies, and Sir Lawrence-Lim- 
ber, their Father > 

Ly/. Extreamly, I think they are not to be match'd. | 

P. P. Why, Fm ſome thing of your mind, and I bave been told as 
much before now; my modeſty won't let me ſpeak in my own behalt,butr 
they are good Charadters that'scertain. 

Val. Look you Tom, you are mightly gen Dogget ſor perform- 
ing that part ſ» well, but a Her/iguin, with all his grimaces, and tricks 

AQtivity, is full as well, and as acceptable. In fine, there's nothing 
but Nonſenſe in the Three Parts, Solons bad, Bias worle, and the Father 


worſe than cither; but one may be as Jong in expeQation of Wit, in thy 


Play, as Sir Lawrence, and the reſdot them were for Vin Grim's jeſt, and 


I dare Prophecy when it comes will be no better; —— you neycr writ 
« 


| C2) | 

a Part that would bear Reading, tho your Friend lays, hec ſemel plargit, 
hc bis repetita plarebit z but * brnan is no becter than thiue,and there- 
tore I (hall not regard nt; 1 won'c goto parciculariz* your nonica- 
ſical Expreſſions, bur in al, theſe Three Parts are very ridiculous; 
belides, thou batt a notable way of ſtcaling from thy ſelf ; Solon, Bias, 
and Sir Lawrence, are ſomething like Capain Tilbury, and Zekiel, and 
Toby, in Madam Fickle; and ſomething like Sir Roger Petulant, and Sneak, 
\ in the Fond Hu:band, or the Plotting Sifters. You know too, Torr. 
you can make one ſorry Jeſt ſerve for two or three Plays, witneſs, the 
Col! Tea, in Love for Money ; and again, in the Marriage hater matched, 
and {everal other ao larmaye ns,» les ( I ſhall omit taming ) mote 
li: for Bartho.2mew Fair, than the Theatre. 

P. P. Now Tice thou haſt the Spiric of ContradiQion in thee; —— 
: I wiſh I cculd talk with you Sir, but 7 (ce your Friend is 'envious of my 
- Parts [ to Ly/. 

Ly. I (ware, he need not [| afide] Sir, 1 am ſorry to ſee ic. 

P. P. [am your Servant, dear Sir -— but now Þl: put his Judg- 
ment in queſtion, with a Partar two, in my Play; Pll try him turcher, 
Mr. Valentine, pray tell me one thing, but one thing, I vow to Gad. 

Val. That I will, if I can, Whats it? 
=_— ?- - Why only: ou like Sir Philip Frewit, Lady Subtle, 

— Phebe, alias, LovewelP's s, for there lics the whole body of the 

Tor, —* 

| Vat. O, isthatall, why thus, the Plot is new. 
P. P. Why cgad, loitis 

Val. Bur,- how is it new, to tbat Ianſwer, becauſel never Heard of any 
Man, who made over his Wife, and Eſtate, by Will, or Agreement, 
before, that was damn'd unnatural; beſides, that berween Van Grim, and 
Sir Pbifp, under the'name of Counceller Splutter, Idon'« like ; I cannot 
think any one would ſend the writings, by any one, unleſs they knew the 
Lawycr; Widowsare commonly more crafty ; nay, ſhe knew, before 


thar, Sir Phibp was contriving to undermine her too, and therefore, | . 


think, ſhould have been more cautious; but for Sir Philip to be cheated by 
Phebe, upon ſo flight an account, makes me wonder moſt, that any man 
ſhould ler his Wench into his Cloſet, where the Writings, and Jewels 
( roo Man's glittering damnation ) were, when he had fall'a out with her 
juſt before, on her asking him to perform. his Promiſe, in marrying her ; 
nay, there is not an _—_— tollerable, in the whole, but thon haſt 
ſtolen out of ſome good Play 3 there are ſome that arethy own, Ibclieye, 
or Mr. G—-7's, butthey ate very bad ones, and not worth taking notice 
of. — One thing I} ſay, the Ators periormed their Parts better ctheri you 
did yours be hall. - _ 


—O— — 


| 
| 


C 13 ) 

P.P. Nay, Mr.V a/entine, the Players are beholding ro m7; ;or the ex- 
cellent A&tion, tor I tcack *em, and, tho Tay ir, can AQ as weil as any 
of 'em all. . 

Val. Prichee, why doſt thou not turn Aﬀor, thou mightſt ſupply the 
Stage, both ways, like a Shakeſpear, a Batterton, or a Mountford; | have 
heard thou delighreſtmuch in tine Clothes, there thou mightſt be turniſh'd 
with ſplendid Veltiments, and pay nothing for ':m, and appear {o gay, 
- the Srage, that happy's the Woman that looks and lives, as a Bret!: or 
ays | 

P. P, Nay, now you are cither in jeſt, ot clle you mean to affront me, 
Mr. Valentine. 

Val. Moſt certainly, T mean one of *em, do you take it Which way 
you plcaſe tho. | 

P. P. II! take it for granted, you jeſt only, and therefore ſhall crouble 
my (elf no more about ir. | . 

Val. Faith, now Tom, [ (ee thou art not cxceptious, and thou-begins to - 
be a good honelt Fellow, that is, as honeſt as any of thy Tribe arc. 

P. P. I hope you don't rank me amongſt a company ef dull Thought- 
leſs Idiots; Sir, let me tell you, I am above 'em, 

V1. So thou art Tom. now bagin to be converted, and may be brought 
r0 believe thy Plays are good z —=but when the Devil kaows.——ef@de. 

P. P. Faith and troth, Tam glad you arc. 

Vat. Prithee let us know the reſt of the Charatters in thy Marriage-ha- 
ter, it may be thou mayft convince meof my Errour. 

P.P. The Parts chat I have not ſpoken of,are Captain Darewel,and Cab - 
by, and Berenice, Margery, and my Lady Bumfiddle y bur, before I (peak 
of them, give me leave to ask you huw you like thoſe Verſes, when Sir 
Philip has got the Writings from Fan Grim. 


Concluſion of the II. AG of the Marriage-hater. 


So here they are, and the great feats done, 
Eaſily now the Widow may be won ; | 
For what's aWidew, when her Fortune s gone. 


- Ay, what indeed ; I yow to Gad, was notihat pretty 4. faith 1 have 
good thought——— 


For what's a Widew when her Forcunes gone. 


I 


(14 ) 
Da Jamme, nothing at all ; prithee, how doſt thou like it Man? 
Pal. That, Imulit confels, is 6p ſencs, and very witty; — but 
; Tom. now thou art talking of a Widow, what became of thy | GW 
| Bona Robe, | mean the Widow who lived at Chiſwick. whom you were 
ſo greatly enamoured of 2 

P: P. O, Ircmember who you mean, —-1 left her off, when I found 
her frailry, I was reſoly'd not to baye her. | 

Val. | heard ſhe was reſolved not to have you; ſhe would not accept 
of your Viſits, becaulc you were aPoct, and conſequently an Atheiſt, cho 
I believe you had more occaſion for her Money than her Perlon. 

P. P. Sir your Hiſtory is Erroncous, I can x An you, ſhealmoſt broke 
her Hearr. | 

Vat. What, for thy rugged Face ; prichce give me leave to jelt. 

P. P. Ay, tor my-rugged Face, as you call it, there arc Charms in this 
Countenance, and ſomething elle too. — NI. A8, in the beginning. 
Berenice (in my laſt uh þ lays, She likes the honeſt blunt Dog, well c- 
nough ; and if ſhe-would let any one of the two-legg'd Bears rub thcir 

_ Brifſels on her Face, it ſhonld be the blunt Caprain, before any Milksop- 
Beau of *em all: —— Wc, that Bererice is a parlous Quean, how ſhe 
Jilrs che-poor Captain;z and he ( tho fuch a bluſlring Man of War ) is fain 
to lay down his Arms, when the God of love appears; but ſhe has reaion, 
which 1 have fully expreſled in theſe Verſes. 


B. The timeof Wooing is a Womens own ; 
But when ſhe's Married once, her time 1s gone. , 


V 21. Faith Tome. you fay true, when ſhe's Married once, her Wooing 
time is over 3-there you are once in theright; —— but I mult needs ſay 
thoſe are filly Verics; prithee let's hear them once more. - 


P,P. The time of Wooing is a Womans own ;, 


Bur when ſhe's Marryed once, 


Yal. Hold Tom. then conſequently her time 1s gone, 
P. P. YesSir, you have ic. 

Vil. We arc obliged to youfor telling usthat Secret. | 
P.P. dl, I ſec you will perſiſt in your il] Nature, and it is now al- 
moſt impoſſible ro reclaim you; but I think there is a great deal of kn- 
mour and variety in Captain Darewel!, and BereniecesCharatters; —— 
She's a brisk, freakiſh, humourousCreatwte, and tho he's in love with the 
Caprain,' is always teaz'ng him, andplaying tricks with him; and he's an 

: honeſt blunt Sea-Captain, true ro his Counitcys Iatereſt, and the Go- 


vernment. Vat. 


Is it not (o. 


V 


(15) 

P21. That's more than thou art Tom. I believe; 1 wonder how a Man 
that has always been ſuch a Grand Tory, ſhould comply and turn Whig 
at laſt ; ——<Inever like Turne Coats. | 

P. P. Your Seryant for that Sir; but I ſhan'r mind ir, IfayTthoſe 
Parts agree very well. 

V2. Igrant it, thothy humours are whimſical, and odd enough, ——. 
and (o are thoſe [| afide. } My Lady Bumfiddle too is worth ones Obſer- 
vations. | 

P. P. There I have drawna running Bawd to the Life, and yet cheated 
the Audience, to believe her almoſt honeſt —T here's a hungry, coping, 
- — wm as Ake—cgad, did you not mind 
that. 

Vat. Yes, ycs, that 1 did, —but what a beaſtly Name haft thou given 
her, —Burfiddle, out upon't. 

I A, Why, you muſt know, I called her Bumfdd/, becauſe of her 
ILY. : 

Val. 1 am convinc*d, I only ſay that theſe two Charaftters behind, Ca/- 
low and Margery, arc the very worſt in the Play, [I'll allow all the reſt to 
be the beſt oft Nontence—4jide. 

P. P. No faith, 1don't think ſo neither, Pm ſure I drew Ca/lw to the 
Lite ; —beſides, the Rot-me-Sparks were nettled, and fo they may 
tor Tom. 

Fat. Thou haſt made a good Attor appear like a Block-head, I mean 
Bohen, by giving him a Part no more fit for him, than Iam ro At Alex 
ander the Great. —And tor thy lictle lifping Quean, ſhe AQts the Part,with 
a great deal of Tmpydence, and for ought I know was improved by my 
Lady Bumfiddes Ro&uments, tho my Lady (aid her inſtruAions were in 
vai. You kncw Cathw laysto her, come my dear ſweet Creature, I 
muſt duc; and ſhe anſwers, What d'ye make all this buſtle tor, wh 
don't you then > —- I wovlil ad vi'c thee to write no more Bawdy, unleſs 
vou can wrap ic up more cleanlity. 

Ly/. Faith Sir, my Friend has tc.nd our ſo many Faults, that are ſcem- 
ingly ſo, that I begin tobe of his mind, and think you are no better than 
a Block: head; theſe Jeſts and Quibbles wou'd have pleated us Country Gent. 
well enough, but I ſee my Frieng's ingenious. 

P. P. Gad not ſo ingenious as you thiak tor. 

V7. Ha ha ha ha, poor Tom. 

Ly. Ha ha ha ha. : ; 

P. P. Nay, nay, 'gad, langh wich Moderation, or I'm gone. 

Val. Ha ha ba, a Port, no a Scrivener, or a Scribler, but no Poet, and 
(o, dear Tom, vcur Servant ; let your next Play be berrer, or never expole 
it to the Criticks Centures- Came, dear Friend, !:t's lcave the Poet to his 

Thovghrs, 


(16) 
Thoughts, we may hinder the ProduQtion of ſome excellent witty Song, 
or Lampoon, for he'sa great Enemy to the Criticks—— :.2 ha ha, tare- 
wel Ballad-Maker, there's thy Man too, pet him a new Liycry, ard buy 
no _ Diamond-Rings, but keep your Money when you haycir, — 
ha Fl 

Ly/. Ha ha ha ha, farewel Poctalter. 

Val. Farcwcl Tom. ha ha. Exeunt. 

P. P. Nay, ſince Iam provok'd to it, farewel,you Brutcs, and Enemies 
to Vir and Senſe, nay, and all learning too.—— ack, put on my Cloak, 
Pl} make haſt to the Plzy-Houle, I fear Thave ſtayed too long, pratcin 
with thele Buftoons: Tam of a very petulant Spleen, and now they hal 


find what an ingenious Satyriſt can do. Come Jack, follow me. 
Exennt. 


—_— þ. — —_—_————— Ts 
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